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JETT Hs ſpoke to my Lady the Knight 

ull of Care, 

Let me have your Advice in a 

weighty Affair: 

This Hamilton's Bawn, while it ſticks on my 
Hand, 

J loſe by the Houſe, what I get by the Land; 


But 
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But how to diſpoſe of it to the beſt Bidder, 


For a Barrack or Malt-houſe, we now muſt 


conſider. 
Firſt, let me ſuppoſe I make it a Malt. bouſe, 
Here, I have computed the Profit will fall t'us; 


There's Nine hundred Pounds for Labour _ | 


Grain ; 


I increaſe: it to Twelve, ſo Three hundred 


remain: 


A handſome Addition for Wine and good 


Cheer, 


Three Diſhes a Day, and Three hundred a 


Year ; 
With a Dozen large Veſſels my Vaults "halt 
be ſtor'd, ; 
No little ſcrub Joint ſhall come on my E Board; 
And you, and the Dean, no more ſhall combine, 
To ſtint me at Night to one Bottle of Wine; 


Nor 


{ 


So 
| Nor ſhall I, for his Humours, permit you 
ſhou'd purloin 
A Stone and a half of Beef from my Surloin. 
5 IF I make it a Barrack, the Crown is my Te. 
nant : 
My Dear, I have ponder'd again, and again on't; 
In Poundage and Drawback, I loſe half my 
Rent, 
And, whatever they give me, Imuſt be content; 
Or joyn with the Court in every Debate; 
And rather than that, I would loſe my Eſtate. 


meek Wife: 
It muſt, and it ſhall be a Rv my Life: 
| I am grown a mere Mopes, no Company comes, 
1 ol But a Rabble of Tenants, and ruſty dull 
Rums; 


B With 


Thus ended the Knight: Thus began the 


(6) 
With Parſons, what * can keep herſelf 
clean? 
I am all over dawb d, when I fit by the * Dean; 
But if you will give us a Barrack, my Dear, 
The Captain, I'm ſure, will always come here. 
I then ſhall not value his Deanſhip a Straw ; 
For the Captain, I'll warrant, will keep him 
in Awe. 
Or ſhould he pretend to be brisk _ alert, 
We'll tell him that Chaplains ſhould not be ſo 
PRs. 
That Men of his Coat ſhould be minding, 
their Pray'rs, 
And not among Ladies, to give themſelves 
Airs. | 


Dr. Swift, Dean of St. Patrick. 


Thus 


(7) 


Thus argu'd my Lady, but argu'd in vain; 
The Knight his Opinion reſolv'd to maintain. 
But Hannah, who liſten d to all that was paſt, 
And could not endure ſo vulgar a Taſte, 

As ſoon as her Ladyſhip calld to be dreſt, 

Cry'd, Madam, why ſure, my Maſter's poſſeſt; 

Sir Arthur the Malſter! how fine it would 
ſound ? 

I'd rather the Bawn were ſunk under Ground: 

But, Madam, I gueſs'd, there would never 
come Good, 

When I faw him fo often with T Darby me 

Wood. ; 

And now my Dream's out; for I was a-dream'd, 
That I ſaw a huge Rat; O dear, how I ſcream'd! 
And after, methought, I loſt my new Shoes, 

And Molly, ſhe ſaid, I ſhould hear ſome ill News. 


Þ+ Sir Artbur Atcheſon's Receiver, and one of his Tenants, 


Dear, 


ä 
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(8) 

Dear, Madam, had you, but the Spirit to teaze, 

You might haveaBarrack,whenever you pleaſe, 

And, Madam, I always believ'd you ſo ſtout, 

That for twenty Denials, you would not give 
on” | HIS 

If I had a Husband like him, I proteſt, 

Till he gave me my Will, I would give him 
no Reſt, | 

And rather than come in the ſame Pair of 
Sheets $f : 

With ſuch a croſs Man, I would lie in the 


Streets. 
But, Madam, I beg, you'll contrive and invent, 


And worry him out, till he gives his Conſent. 
Dear Madam, whene'er on a Barrack I think, 
An I were to be hang'd, I can't ſleep a Wink, 
For if a new Crotchet comes into my Brain, 
I can't get it out tho? I'd never ſo fain. 

: I fancy 


(9) 


I fancy already a Barrack contriv'd 

At Hamilton's Bawn, and the Troop is arriv'd: 

Of this, to be ſure, Sir Arthur has Warning, 

And waits on the Captain betimes in the 
Morning. - 

Now ſee when they meet, how their Honours 
behave---—- 

Noble Captain, your Servant—Sir Arthur, your 
Slave. 125 | 

You honour me much----The Honour is mine. 

Twas a fad rainy Night----But the Morning 1s 

Pray how does my Lady? My Wife's at your 
Service. 5 

I think I have ſeen her Picture at Jervais. 

Good morrow, good Captain---I'll wait on you 


down. 
You ſhan't ſtir a Foot---You'll think mea Clown. 
C For 


3 


» * = 
AT x ö 1 3 
3 A — — . — Ls 2 i aa” — —— v—u— — I _ 


| (10) 
For all the World, Captain, not half an Inch 
farther 
Vou muſt be obey'd ; your Servant, Sir Arthur; 
My humble Reſpects to my Lady, unknown; 
I hope you will uſe my Houle as your own. 


Go bring me my Smock, and leave off 
your. Prate, 
Thou haſt certainly gotten a Cup i in thy Pate. 
Pray, Madam, be quiet; what was it I ſaid? 
You had like to have * it quite out or my 
Head. FE 311 
Next Day, to be ſure, the Captain will come, 
At the Head of his Troop, with his 9 
and Drum: 
No, Madam, obſerve, how he marches in State, 


The Man with the Kettle. wm enters the 
Gate, 9 | 


Dub, : 
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(11) 


Dub, dub, a dub dub; the Trumpeters follow, 


Tantara, Tantara ; while all the Boys halloo. 

See, now comes the Captain, all dawb'd with 
Gold Lace: 

O law ! the ſweet Gentleman, look in his Face, 

And ſee how he rides like a Lord of the Land, 


With the fine Flanting-Sword he holds in his 


Hand 3 — 
And his Horſe, the dear Creature, it prances 


and rears, 


With Ribbands i in Knots, at his Tail and his 


Ears. 
At laſt comes the Troop, at the Word * 
Command, , 


enn up in our Court, till the Captain cries, 

Stand. | 
Your Ladyſhip lifts up the Saſh to be ſeen, 
For ſure I had dizen'd you out like a Queen; 
| The 


(12) 


The Captain, to ſhew he was * of the 


Favour, 
Looks up to the Window, and cocks up his 


Beaver. | 
His Beaver is cockt, pray, ** mind that; 
For a Captain of Horſe never takes off his Hat; 
Becauſe he has never a Hand that is idle, 

For the Right holds the "Run, and the Left 
holds the Bridle. 
Then flouriſhing twice his Sword 5 in the Air, 
As a Compliment due to a Lady fo fair: 
How I tremble to — of the — it bis 
ſpilt! 
Then he lowers the Point; then he kiſſes the 

Hilt. 

Your Ladyſhip ſmiles, and then you begin: 
Pray, Captain, be pleas'd to alight, and walk 


in. 


The 
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(23 
The Captain ſalutes you, with Congee pro- 


found $ : | . 
And your Ladyſhip curtſies half-way to the 


Ground. 
Kit, run to your Maſter, and bid him come to 


us; 
I'm ſure he'll be proud of the Honour you do 
us: 
And, Captain, you'll do us the Favour to ſtay 
And take a ſhort Dinner here with us To-day ; 
Youre heartily welcome ; but as for good 


Cheer, 
You came in the very worſt Time of the Year. 


Had I but expected ſo worthy a Gueſt--- 


Lord, Madam, your Ladyſhip ſure is in Jeſt : 
You banter me, Madam; the Kingdom muſt 


- 4a 828 ͤ̃ ———— — —̃ ͤ— 


— » —— — — ” 


grant 


| 
| 
| You Offcers, Captain, are ſo complaiſant. 
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( 14 ) 


Hiſt, Huſſy, I think I hear Somebody coming: 


No, Madam, tis only Sir Arthur a humming. 


To ſhorten my Tale, for I hate a long Story, 
The Captain, at Dinner, appears in his Glory. 


The Dean and the + Doctor have humbled 


their Pride ; 
For the Captain's intreated to fit by their Side, 


And becauſe he's their Betters, you carve for 


him firſt; 
The Parſons, for Envy, are ready to burſt. 
The Servants, amaz'd, are ſcarce ever able, 
To keep off their Eyes, as he fits at the Table: 
And Molly and I do thruſt in our Noſe, 
To peep at the Captain, in all his fine Cloaths. 
Dear, Madam, be ſure, he's a fine-ſpoken Man; 
Do but hear, on the Clergy, how glib his 
Tongue ran. 


Dr. Swift, ＋ Dr. Jenny. 


And, 


* 


— 


give, 


(1s) 
And, Madam, faid he, if ſuch Dinners you 


You'll never want Parſons as long as you live : 
I neer knew a Parſon without a good Noſe ; 
But the Devil's as welcome, where-ever he 


goes. 


G — d. — me, they bid us reform and re- 


pent - 


But, Zounds, by their Looks, they never keep 


Lent. 


Mr. Curate, for all your grave Looks, I'm a- 


fraid, 


You caſt a Sheep's Eye on her Ladyſhip's 


Maid: 


I wiſh ſhe would lend you her lilly white Hand, 
In mending your Gown, and ſmoothing your 


Band. 
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(16) 

For the Dean was ſo ſhabby, and look'd like 
a Ninny ; 

That the Captain — he was Curate to 
Jenny. 

Whenever you ſee a Caſſock and Gown, 

An hundred to one, but-it covers a Clown. 


Obſerve how a Parſon comes into a Room: 


G----- d---- me, he hobbles as bad as my 
Groom. 

A Scholard, when juſt from the College broke 
loole, | 


Can hardly tell how to cry Bo to a Gooſe 


Your Norwds, and Bludurks, and Omers, and 
Stuff; 

By G---d, they don't ſignify this Pinch of Snuff. 

To give a young Gentleman right Education; 

The Army's the very beſt School in the Nation. 
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My School-maſter call'd me a Dunce and a 


Fool 3 
But at Cuffs, I was always the Cock of the 


School. 


I never could take to my Books for the Blood 


ome : 

And the Puppy confeſt, he expected no Good 
o'me. 

Now, Madam, you'll think it a ſtrange thing 
to ſay, 

But the Sight of a Book, makes me fick to 


this Day. 


Never fince I was born, did I hear ſo much 


Wit; 
And, Madam, I laugh'd, till I 4 I ſhould 


ſplit. 


E S0 


(18 ) 
So then you look'd ſcornful, and ſnuf'd at 
the Dean: 
As who ſhould ſay, Now am I skinny and lean ? 
And he durſt not ſo much as open his Lips. 
And the Dean, he was plaguily down in the 
Hips. 


Thus mercileſs Hannah run on in her Talk, 


Till ſhe heard the Dean call, Will your Lady- 


_ ſhip walk. 
Her Ladyſhip anfwers-—Fm juſt coming down. 
Then turning to Hannah, and forcing a Frown: 
Altho' it was plain, in her Heart ſhe was glad; 
Cry d. Huſſy, why ſure, the Wench is gone mad: 
How could theſe Chimera's 8 get into your 

Brahe 
Come hither, and take this old d for — 

Pains. 

But 


_ 


( 19 ) 
But if this Secret ſhould reach the Dean's 
 Fars, 


He ne'er will have done with his Jibes and his 
Jeers. 


For your Life, not a Word of this Matter, I 
charge you. 


Give me but a Barrack, a Fig for the Clergy. 


. * 
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